CHAPTER   XIX
THE  GROUCHING  BEAST
THE whaling station motor-boat was a homely and familiar
thing. We got to know it well. During my time at the
Marine Biological Station on King Edward's Point it became
one of the commonest objects of everyday life. Early in the
morning it could be seen chugging across the harbour, tow-
ing the whale carcasses from the place where the incoming
catcher had dropped them up to the edge of the flensing
" plan," where they lay like huge balloons until hauled up
and torn asunder. Later in the day, perhaps, we would see
the motor-boat panting out into Cumberland Bay in all
weathers, towing a lighter full of rubbish to be dumped.
Or it would come snorting up to the government jetty on
some errand to the Magistrate and lie there, coughing
stertorously, until the Manager came down the pathway
through the tussock grass and boarded the boat again.
Then it coughed its way back to the whaling station leaving
widening lines in its wake across the smooth water of the
harbour or, if there were a wind, throwing up a troubled
bow-wave.
She was certainly a fine sturdy craft, completely decked
in, with a tapered bow and stern. There was a small cabin
below decks forward covered by a square hatch and, amid-
ships, there was a low raised housing over the engine
compartment. A stout rope fender ran along her counter
from stem to stern. She seemed a faithful patient hack,
tirelessly carrying out her monotonous duties day after day,
year after year, and becoming ever blacker and grimier in
the process but never going wrong. She gave unending,
reliable service. A gaunt saturnine giant drove her, his
head only visible above the 'midships housing. One pre-
sumed that he had a lower half for the rest of him was hardly
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